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morning  call 

unite  unite 

the  cry  is  in  the  air. 

the  movement  has  never  died. 

dare  to  be  aware. 

to  arms  to  arms 
the  battle  is  peaking, 
the  only  true  arm  is  love, 
true  strategy  is  healing- 

charge 

challenge  the  challenge 
only  the  courageous  survive, 
liberty  is  victor. 

—  Corvine  Hayes 


House  with  hole —  Maryland  1972  Bob  Rivoire 
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SEASONS 


by  Dean  Monti 

The  months  between  December  and  February  are  often 
referred  to  as  "winter"  by  those  of  us  who  have  learned 
words  with  more  than  one  syllable.  January  is  a  time  when 
we  particularly  feel  winter’s  bite.  Very  often  we  will  experi¬ 
ence  an  excess  of  snow  and  ice,  in  which  case  we  have  an 
overbite.  If  winter  overbites  too  far,  it  will  flip  back  upright 
on  all  four  paws  and  stand  upright.  This  is  called  spring. 

As  Spring  approaches  we  stand  back  a  bit  for  a  fear  of  get¬ 
ting  sprung  in  the  face.  The  climate  of  spring  is  dependant  on 
the  scientific  principle  know  as  “groundhog  day.”  If  the 
groundhog  sees  his  shadow,  we  will  have  six  more  weeks  of 
winter.  If  on  the  other  hand,  he  sees  a  man  from  IRS,  it  means 
your  income  tax  forms  will  be  filed  three  days  too  late.  If  the 
groundhog  doesn't  come  out  at  all,  it  means  that  he  had  died 
of  frostbite,  and  you  can  expect  quite  a  cold  spring  indeed.  In 
fact,  if  you  can  feel  the  cold  springs,  it  probably  means  it’s  too 
late  to  recover,  and  you  had  better  get  a  new  couch. 

Next  come  the  days  that  vary  between  unbearable  and 
sweltering,  called  “summer"  (literally,  “some  are”,  as  some 
are"  hot.  and  “some  are”  very  hot).  This  is  a  time  when  less 
important  work  is  set  aside,  and  you  get  down  to  the  issues 
that  really  matter,  like  peeling  dead  skin  off  your  back. 

By  the  time  these  days  are  over,  you  have  probably  spent 
most  of  your  time  gazing  upward,  be  it  from  inside  a  con¬ 
vertible  or  lounging  on  inflatable  pool  furniture  which  you 
will  slide  off  of  because  you  have  put  too  much  oil  of  Parkay 
or  some  similar  overpriced  balm  on  your  body.  In  any  event, 
when  you  finally  look  downward,  you  will  see  that  an 
enormous  amount  of  work  has  piled  up  on  your  desk  at  the 
office,  and  the  calendar  is  weeks  behind,  as  are  your  charge 
accounts.  It’s  necessary  at  this  time  to  savagely  rip  the 
calendar  pages  off  and  drop  them  into  the  wastebasket.  This 
is  called  “fall.”  If  you  have  a  desk  calendar  it  will  probably  be 
a  short  fall,  but  if  you  have  a  wall  calendar  it  may  be  quite 
a  long  fall. 

When  things  fall  just  about  as  far  as  they  can  go,  we  have 
winter’s  overbite  again,  and  the  whole  process  goes  on  ad 
infinitum.  Even  if  you  take  out  the  “ad”  you  will  still  have  the 
“infinitum"  and  taking  out  the  ad  will  cost  you  three  dollars 
per  line  anyway,  so  don’t  bother. 

While  all  this  is  going  on,  the  ducks  are  getting  sick  and 
tired  of  flying  from  north  to  south  and  vice-versa.  The  ducks 
fly  in  formation  for  no  other  reason  than  so  that  you  will  point 
and  say  “look  at  those  ducks  flying  in  formation.”  A  leader 
duck  stays  out  in  front  and  goads  the  rest  on.  This  works  the 
same  for  goats,  with  the  leader  goat  goading  the  other  goads 
on.  But  back  to  ducks,  who  all  follow  one  duck  in  the  lead  who 
is  the  coach.  If,  however,  the  ducks  are  a  few  bills  ahead,  they 
can  fly  first  class  instead  of  coach. 

When  the  sun  crosses  over  the  plane  of  the  earth’s  equator, 
we  have  nights  and  days  of  equal  length,  and  the  ducks 
realize  that  the  bars  will  be  open  longer  on  week-ends.  This 
incites  in  them  a  desire  for  a  refreshing  drink  and  we  are 
experiencing  either  the  autumnal  or  vernal  egginox,  which  is 
very  good  with  nutmeg  sprinkled  on  top.  Conversely,  when 
the  sun  is  furthest  from  the  equator,  the  ducks  need  more 
than  a  drink  and  we  have  either  summer  or  winter  solstoast, 
very  often  with  butter  or  marmalade. 

When  the  ducks  have  had  their  fill  of  eggs  and  toast,  the 
blamed  thing  starts  all  over  again.  Even  weathermen  are 
powerless  over  this  awesome  phenomena,  yet  they  get  paid 
more  than  you  or  I  because  they  appear  to  understand  it.  And 
even  though  we  know  fairly  well  what  the  weather  will  be 
just  be  knowing  what  month  it  is,  or  by  making  the  extreme 
effort  of  opening  the  blinds  in  the  morning,  we  still  watch 
weathermen  in  their  loud  jackets  and  let  them  decide  for  us 
whether  we  should  wear  our  fuzzy  slippers  when  we  go  out¬ 
side  to  get  the  morning  paper  which,  if  the  paperboy  has 
brought  the  paper  at  all,  will  be  wrapped  in  brown  paper  and 
will  be  invisible  on  the  green  lawn.  But  I  disgress. 

The  real  point  is  that,  whether  you  like  it  or  not,  winter 
follows  fall,  fall  follows  summer,  summer  follows  spring, 
spring  follows  winter  and  someone  is  following  me,  I  just 
know  it. 


My  heroes  are  all  gone.  It  shouldn't  be  so. 

Why  must  always  the  best  ones  go? 

My  education  is  through.  I’ve  been  in  school  so  long. 

Now  what  do  I  do?  It  kind  of  seems  wrong. 

My  parents  have  moved  away.  I  wasn't  quite  ready. 

My  money  was  gone.  I  just  wasn’t  steady. 

All  my  girlfriends  disappeared.  It ‘s  all  much  too  fas  t. 

Things  change  to  quick.  Why  can’t  they  last? 

Soon  all  the  world  will  be  gone.  Why  do  I  bother? 

To  live  on,  have  kids,  be  a  father. 

‘cause  the  sad  thing  is,  after  you've  traveled  your  life, 

Been  up  and  down  the  hills  of  strife. 

And  the  road  finally  opens  wide,  and  you've  found  all  life's 
treasures, 

But  it’s  much  to  late,  ‘cause  the  song  of  your  life  has  played 
its  last  measure. 

—  Larry  Friedman 


Soft  reflections 

Rocking  so  softly 
on  waves  of  sea 

Soft  as  a  lullaby 
sung  sweetly  to  me 
Waves  would  lap 
so  softly  against  the 
hull 

Soft  as  the  down 
on  a  baby  seagull 
The  breeze 

would  blow  softly  and 
billow  the  sail 
Pushing  us  off 
on  the  sun  golden  trail 

—  Loren  McCarthy 


A  TREATISE  ON  THE  WISDOM  TO  BE  FOUND 
IN  THE  VERY  PURPOSE  OF  EXISTENCE 

UNITED  IN  ETERNAL  LOVE 
SACRIFICING  ALL 
TO  THE  FLAME  OF  ETERNAL  LOVE 
ECSTASY 

—  Reed  Johnson 
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A  BLANKET  OF  SUN 

When  the  sun  shines  down  from  up  above 
I  feel  alive,  and  full  of  love. 


A  blanket  of  contentment 
Pulled  up  snug  to  my  chin. 

Leave  nothing  but  face 
To  the  change  in  the  wind. 

And  face  it  I  must 
For  it's  always  the  same; 

III  winds  will  blow, 

That’s  just  part  of  the  game. 

But  using  the  sun 
That  is  stored  in  my  heart, 

I  can  face  any  sorrow 
tlntil  it  departs. 

Knowing  that  soon 
The  sun  will  shine, 

Again  to  recharge 
That  blanket  of  mine. 

A  blanket  woven  with  faith  and  with  hope 
Giving  me  always  the  strength  to  cope. 


REGENERATION 

A  loon  calls  on  a  quiet  lake, 

And  my  soul  abides  in  its  rising. 

I  have  escaped  man's  gossip 
To  ask  if  nature  will  take  me  back, 

Retell  its  secrets, 

Restore  those  true  things  that  I  lack. 
Forgotten  when  ambition  drew  me 
Innocent  but  knowing  all, 

Divorced  from  earth's  established  order. 
I need  once  more  a  stellar  track 
Reflected  in  the  rippled  moonlight, 
Contained  within  its  border, 

An  equilibrium  of  care 

That  shines  upon  my  footsteps  there. 

—  Marianne  Preston-golden 


—  Jane  H.  Gurney 


Aldie  Church,  Aldie,  Va.  1976 


Bob  Rivoire 
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INNER  PEACE 

In  some  warm  comer 
of  the  mind 

the  thought  lies  curled  and  purring 
with  delight 
all  blind 

to  phantoms  capering 
throughout  the  night 
outside. 

—  Frank  B.  Dopp 


Daily  News  Portico  —  Chicago,  It  1982 


Bob  Rivoire 


CHALLENGE,  20th  CENTURY  STYLE 
OR 

UNCLE  SAM’S  DECISION 

with  corporate  power  in  his  wallet 
and  new  age  love  in  his  heart, 
with  all  the  governments  watching 
and  you,  a  vivid  fan, 
he  saw  what  he  had  to  do, 
this  hero  of  the  west, 
driving  fast  forward  as  usual, 
in  highly  sincere  moves, 
he  drove  right  up  to  the  east, 
and  said,  ‘‘partner,  let's  Om. " 
said,  "comrade,  do  you  hear? 
say,  we  need  to  talk, 
let's  fix  this  world  of  ours 
and  live  as  brothers  should. 

and  what  was  the  answer,  but 
"yes,  friends,  yes, 
it  is  about  time.  ” 

now  the  question  is 
"How  sincere  are  you?" 


ECONOMETRICS 

Shrouded  among  the  silver  equations 
Penthouse  pundits  devine  the  secret  numbers 
That  swell  the  ripples  in  our  lives; 

Down  wall,  the  bulls  snort  fiery  digits 
Of  profit  and  loss,  elves  snip  up  the  tape 
And  huddle  in  their  bureaus,  cyphering  the  formula 
Scrawled  by  Professor  Emeritus. 

Up  the  hill  interminable  zeros  cross  the  page, 

Tons  of  anonymous  paper  wealth  voted  and  dispensed 
Like  Hongkong  gold  traded  in  the  night. 

In  the  cracks  of  teeming  offices  mice  with  microscopes 
Measure  the  fractions  of  our  increase: 

Breathless,  the  multitude  waits  for  the  figures 
To  flash  across  the  screen,  graphs  and  charts 
Issuing  forth  from  the  Spiritus  Mundi  — 

Monday  evening  data  — 

Our  weekly  destiny  meted  out 
Our  wellbeing  proved  or  denied. 

—  Charlie  Kostelnick 


—  Corrine  Hayes 


IT  IS  BEGINNING 
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The  winter  quiet  of  the  woods  fades  as  the  small 
animals  begin  to  move  with  spring  in  their  steps. 

Overhead  the  birds  are  gracefully  swooping  by  with 
bits  for  building  their  nests  to  be  ready  for  babes. 

The  calves  and  colts  struggle  to  stand  on  new  legs, 
as  the  little  lambs  bleat,  and  the  young  chicks  peep. 

The  rains  are  gently  falling  as  proof  of  the 
green  grasses  and  buds  that  are  bursting  open. 

The  sky  seems  clearer,  clouds  prettier, 
and  the  earth  warmer  as  spring  is  here! 

—  Sara  Beth  Marshall 


YOU 

sensations  soothing  the  soul 
stirred  by  the  memory  of  you 
sweet  energy  vivifying  life 
caused  by  the  thought  of  you 
powerful  harmony  flowing  love 
set  aflame  at  the  hint  of  you 
exploding  intensity  beautfying 
triggered  by  the  dream  of  you 
magic  attained  much  more  so 
simply  in  love  with  you. 

releasing  rhythm  rolling  ride 

ah  the  joy  of  knowing  you 

rainbow  fire  forever  warmer 

memory  of  you  you  you 

enhanced  enchantment  singing  song 

in  the  innocence  of  you 

smiling  softly  radiating  charm 

all  caused  by  you 

mellow  resurrection  rising 

us 

—  Edward  Franklin 


OH  YEAH 

way  high  upon  the  golden  throne 
he  generates  good  life  true, 
the  angels  resound  his  triumphs, 
singing  love,  love,  love,  do,  do. 
the  master  plan  is  being  enacted, 
he  steps  into  the  physical  — 
the  earth  quakes,  sky  storms: 
he  stand  now  with  us. 
while  still 

way  high  upon  the  golden  throne, 
he  generates  good  life  true, 
the  angels  resound  his  triumphs, 
singing  love,  love,  love,  do,  do. 


THE  CONQUEST 

by  Patrick  Bond 

Denny  poised  himself  in  the  stand-by  position,  his  hands 
placed  cocksure  upon  the  controls  as  the  sweat  began  to 
trickle  down  his  acne  spotted  forehead. 

With  his  gaze  sternly  fixed  upon  his  opponent,  Denny 
fumbled  in  the  front  pocket  of  his  denim  battle  suit  for  the 
ammunition  that  would  initiate  his  afternoon  of  adventure. 
His  body  stood  rigid  as  his  mind  raced  with  anticipation  of  the 
confrontation  for  which  he  had  so  dilligently  trained. 

It  would  be  on  this  brisk,  grey  autumn  afternoon  that  the 
skills  which  he  had  honed  over  the  past  several  months  would 
be  put  to  the  test. 

While  loading  his  now  familiar  weapon,  Denny  recalled  the 
many  times  he  had  previously  assumed  the  ready  position, 
his  endless  hours  of  preparation,  his  past  missions  —  his  past 
conquests.  Denny's  mind  began  to  wander. 

There  was  the  Jackson  mission  he  recalled.  His  plane  badly 
crippled  by  enemy  artillary,  low  on  fuel,  and  forced  to  use  his 
depleted  ammo  reserve.  Had  it  not  been  for  a  tactical  error  on 
that  part  of  the  Laser  squadron,  his  wounded  craft  may  well 
have  not  made  the  return  trip  to  home  base. 

Equally  challenging  was  the  conflict  at  Miller’s  place.  Early 
in  the  battle  Denny  destroyed  three  fighter  jets.  The  remain¬ 
ing  two  darted  about  the  sky  eluded  his  every  effort.  The  duo 
countered  his  offensives  and  their  two-to-one  advantage 
began  to  take  its  toll  on  Denny’s  craft.  Suddenly  shifting  to 
hyperspace,  Denny  was  able  to  narrowly  escape  a  possibly 
fatal  shelling  and  position  himself  directly  behind  the  enemy 
jets.  A  single  missle  and  the  blue  unit  was  history.  The  score 
was  even. 

Suddenly  the  red  unit  hyperspaced.  Denny  lost  him.  He 
frantically  scanned  his  radar  screen  but  there  was  no  sign  of 
the  enemy  craft.  Then,  with  the  same  abruptness  with  which 
it  had  disappeared,  the  jet  reappeared  and  pushed  the 
mega-missile  firing  button  on  his  instrument  cluttered 
control  panel.  A  direct  hit. 

The  skies  of  space  roared  at  they  blazed  in  victory. 

Of  course  there  was  the  battle  at  Thompson's  and  the  one 
at  Bally’s.  Soon  the  countless  victorious  conflicts  raced 
through  Denny’s  mind  like  a  film  at  high  speed. 

The  past  missions,  however,  were  merely  warm-ups, 
training  flights  for  the  mission  at  hand.  A  mission  the  young 
pilot  was  confident  he  could  successfully  complete. 

Seeing  him,  his  confidence,  his  self-assured  pose,  one  could 
scarcely  believe  that  this  is  the  same  pilot  of  whom  so  much 
had  been  proclaimed. 

Denny’s  extensive  battle  experience  far  exceeded  his  age 
of  thirteen  years.  His  slight  build  was  a  deceptive  disguise  for 
his  battle  abilities.  His  shoulders  barely  filled  the  charcoal 
black  shirt  which  blanketed  his  upper  torso. 

Initiated  by  a  single  quarter  the  long  awaited  battle  was 
underway.  Denny’s  enemy,  "LASER  PHASER,  his  goal 
260,000  points. 

Forget  about  the  Jackson’s,  the  Thompson's  and  the  rest, 
no  other  arcade  had  a  video  machine  as  finely  programmed  as 
Chapman’s  Gallery  of  Games.  Known  in  video  circles  as  the 
modez  programmer  of  video  games. 

This  machine  was  no  stranger  to  the  likes  of  Denny,  many 
have  come  before  —  all  have  failed.  The  machine  showed  its 
age  in  its  well  worn  hand  controls,  its  proud  name  barely 
legible  on  the  chipped  wooden  frame,  but  the  appearance 
mattered  little  to  those  who  came  in  hopes  of  conquering  the 
“LASER.’’  j  J 

The  blaring  music  of  the  smoke-filled  arcade  faded  into 
obscurity  as  Denny’s  concentration  narrowly  focused  on  the 
mission  before  him.  His  intense  eyes  darted  around  the  battle 
zone  as  the  handful  of  spectators  who  had  gathered  around 
the  machine  stood  silent. 

Fourty  seven  minutes  and  263,416  points  from  the  time  he 
first  pushed  his  way  through  the  smudged  glass  doors  to  the 
arcade,  it  was  over  Denny  did  it.  He  beat  the  best.  Mission 
accomplished. 


—  Corrine  Hayes 
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SOLZHENITSYN'S  SCHISM 

This  world,  you  say,  is  but  a  mundane  egg 
Cracked  —split,  tom  apart,  like 
A  softball  in  the  late  innings, 

Might  even  have  to  postpone  the  game, 
Cancel  the  playoffs 

And  turn  out  the  lights  for  a  century  or  two. 
What's  that,  A l,  we  haven't  suffered  enough? 
Too  soft  and  out  of  shape? 

Don't  worry,  there’s  another  slide  underway 
That'll  shake  down  the  markets, 

Throw  the  gold  bugs  into  a  frenzy, 

Stir  up  the  old  primal  juices  and 
Get  things  jumpin’  again. 

And  meantime,  A  l,  don't  you  fret  about 
Your  papa 's  already  crossed  the  A  Ips 
Inot  even  the  king  of  decline  had  that 
in  mind  for  this  millenium ) 

And  as  for  nerve,  we’ve  got  plenty 
On  reserve,  bottled  up, 

Sittin  ’  on  a  shelf  in  South  Carolina 
In  case  things  get  out  of  hand 


One  man  said  to  another, 

"I’m  going  to  fight  with  nature  and  win. " 

The  other  man  said  "It's  impossible. " 

The  first  man  said  “I  can. " 

He  chopped  down  hO  trees, 

And  burned  hO  more, 

He  polluted  the  land  and  oceans, 

He  polluted  the  sandy  shores. 

He  built  a  factory, 

Filling  the  sky  with  smoke, 

Destroying  all  wildlife, 

He  laughed  —  what  a  joke. 

The  man  stood  alone  on  the  dead  black  earth, 
Then  he  realized  something  frightening, 

What  had  he  proved  by  struggling  with  nature, 
Then  he  was  struck  by  lightning. 

—  Larry  Friedman 


—  Charlie  Kostelnick 


WARRIOR  Truman  Fox 


He  had  no  arms  — 

And  there  were  stumps  — 
Where  his  lags  — 

Used  to  be. 

But  a  face  so  full  — 

With  blackjgrey  beard  — 

Was  all  — 

That  I  could  see. 

Haifa  man? 

He  could  not  be  — 

For  there  is  no  such  creature. 

His  eyes  and  soul  — 

Contained  the  limbs  — 

That  a  total  man  would  feature. 


Our  eyes  met  — 

And  intertwined. 

He  filled  my  soul  with  hope. 

Life  shined  bright  — 
Within  his  glance  — 

And  I  knew  — 

That  he  could  cope. 

A  voice  so  soft  — 

Pierced  my  ears  — 

And  a  booming  cry  rang  out. 

INSIDE  OF  ME  - 
But  NOT  in  him  — 

He  had  no  time  for  doubt. 


Boy  child  playing  — 

Grown  man  running  — 

The  battle  — 

Has  led  you  to  hell 
And  you  are  not  — 

Just  any  man  — 

You've  served  your  country  — 
Well?? 

—  Mary  Ryder-Swanson 


Left  Handed  Nudes  Sharon  Jensen 


mellowness  is  bettemess. 


LISTEN 


—  Edward  Happel  when  will  you  hear  me  ? 

when  will  you  listen ? 

all  my  life  i've  been  looking  for  you. 

everywhere  always  i've  wanted  only  you. 

i'djust  like  to  know  you, 

that's  all  i ask. 

why  don't  you  let  it  be?  ..T0  cup!D  WITH  LOVE” 


OUR  SOUL  SECRET 

the  hands  of  time  chum  on. 
the  earth  continues  spinning. 

I'm  still  in  love  with  you, 
with  you  my  love,  with  you. 

seasons  change,  nations  merge, 
people  grow,  ages  turn, 
while  our  soul  life  together  endures, 
mysteriously  richer. 


decades  within  centuries  around  milleniums 
stars  are  bom  and  die 
yet  the  omnific  love  still  blossoms 
enriching  enhancing  enchanting 


mystery  enshrouds  you. 
and  i  must  ask: 

is  your  mystical  secrecy  really 
a  sign  of  hidden  treasure? 
or  is  it  more  like 
a  suppression  of  the  truth? 

no  matter  how  hard  i  try, 
to  what  degree  or  length, 
you  still  remain  unseen, 
i  ponder  giving  up, 
but  you're  too  important, 
you  are  too  special 
we  are  meant  to  be  awake. 

please. 


—  Sheilla  James 


—  Edward  Happel 


Your  arrows  dipped  in  saccharine  slime, 
as  you  await  some  love-drenched  rhyme 
to  wash  away  my  weak  defenses, 
drown  me  in  my  foolish  senses. . . 

Then  you  stick  your  tainted  dart 
deep  in  the  muscle  of  my  heart, 

Winged’,  bare-bottomed  brat 
/  never  asked  for  that. 

—  Reggie  Murphy 


wild  cherry  soda 

spring  fresh  days 
in  joy  with  cool  high  friends 
travelling  the  universe 
with  pockets  full  of  gold 
—  Corrine  Hayes 
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“ODE  TO  T.V.  PRODUCTION  1” 

The  lights  are  on. 

The  stage  is  set. 

The  cameras  wait  in  ready. 

The  Director  sits  in  the  highest  seat, 
Nervous,  hot  and  sweaty. 

The  floor  manager  awaits  his  first  command, 

just  to  give  the  signal 

The  actor's  raring  to  go,  yet 

pale  and  green  and  dismal 

Oh,  the  dream  of  a  perfect  take, 
the  master  gives  his  directions 
But  then,  one  small  unexpected  mistake 
and  all  are  in  a  mist  of  rejection! 

But  try  and  try  again  say  we. 

I  know  we  'll  win  out  in  T.  V.  3 

—  Sharon  Murphy 


“A  Date  with  the  Hangman” 

by  Scott  Tomkowiak 

As  of  this  moment,  I  share  a  prison  cell  with  five  rather 
large  rats  and  a  colony  of  cockroaches.  It  has  been  six 
sweltering  days  since  the  U.S.  marshals  threw  me  into  this 
wooden  lockup  and  I  can't  wait  to  get  out.  Even  so,  I’m  a 
doomed  man.  In  about  thirty  minutes,  I,  along  with  five  other 
shackled  men  will  face  the  gallows  and  the  devil.  From 
my  small  barred,  window  I  can  see  the  hideous  con¬ 
coction  that  will  transport  me  into  the  next  life.  Outside,  I 
view  wagonloads  of  townspeople,  settlers  and  other  hangers- 
on  to  watch  this  event.  My  God,  there  must  be  over  a 
thousand  people  out  in  that  field! 

Thoughts  race  around  in  my  head  quicker  than  the  fastest 
stagecoach.  Maybe  President  McKinley  will  grant  me  a  last 
minute  pardon  to  set  me  free.  If  that  happens,  I  might  croak 
anyway.  Regardless,  this  isn't  a  fairytale.  Pardons  for  scum 
like  myself  come  once  in  a  blue  moon. 

My  memory  sends  me  back  to  two  weeks  ago  when  I  shot 
that  grimy  cowpoke  for  his  new  boots  and  fancy  ivory  six- 
shooter.  The  blood  came  gushing  out  of  his  chest  so  rapidly 
that  his  body  looked  like  a  red  oil  well.  He  deserved  all  the 
pain  I  gave  him,  for  calling  me  a  lazy,  no  good,  sonofabitch.  I 
watched  him  die  there  in  the  dust  with  a  great  deal  of 
pleasure.  As  luck  would  have  it,  there  were  witnesses  to  what 
I  did  that  would  eventually  seal  my  fate.  Perhaps  I  would 
have  done  the  same  thing  if  I  were  in  their  position. 

In  front  of  my  cell  door,  the  clock  reads  6:30  a.m.  In  less 
than  thirty  minutes  it  will  all  be  over.  The  crowd  outside  has 
more  than  doubled  since  the  last  time  I  looked  out,  most  of 
them  being  curiosity  seekers.  The  newspapers  around  the 
country  publicized  the  multiple  hangings  as  the  "executions 
of  the  century.”  It  was  played  up  big,  my  story  and  the  others 
as  well,  along  with  a  few  interviews  with  the  parties  in¬ 
volved.  There  has  been  a  lot  of  hype  about  this  day,  mainly 
since  something  like  this  has  never  happened  in  Hicksville 
before. 

For  my  last  meal,  the  guard  gave  me  a  plate  of  cold  beans 
which  I  promptly  threw  back  in  his  face.  I  specifically  re¬ 
quested  steak  and  lobster,  and  a  woman  for  dessert.  Un¬ 
fortunately,  fancy  foods  and  females  are  in  short  supply  here. 

The  local  preacher  has  just  entered  and  he  is  asking  God  to 
have  mercy  on  my  soul.  He’s  also  talking  about  burning  in  hell 
while  a  cold  sweat  runs  down  my  neck.  It  is  now  that  the 
butterflies  in  my  stomach  are  giving  me  fits. 

Could  it  be  that  I  am  afraid  to  die?  And  when  I  do  breathe 
my  last  breath,  what  happens  after  that?  Is  there  a  hell  that 
the  preacher  keeps  babbling  about?  If  it  exists,  what  is  hell 
like? 


THE  WHITE  RIDER 

he  rode  into  the  night,  the  destroyer  of  dragons, 
bringing  golden  light,  the  first  ray  master, 
he  charged  straight  ahead,  the  fastest  of fast, 
tearing  through  the  red,  the  fiercest  of  fierce. 

twas  a  dangerous  mission,  deceit  was  about. 

twas  a  perilous  mission,  death  was  common. 

he  kept  to  his  strategy,  he  kept  to  his  goal 

he  was  swift  with  sheer  liberty,  he  stood  true  and  tall 

the  night  did  grow  darker,  the  day  was ’t  seen, 
the  evil  was  still  thicker,  the  good  seemd  so  far. 

-came  the  white  rider,  with  a  battle  cry. 

his  sword  did  flame  higher,  his  power  surged  forth. 

came  the  white  rider,  the  evil  did  flee, 
came  his  white  legions,  the  kingdom  is  saved. 


The  questions  have  certainly  popped  into  the  heads  of 
many  men  before  the  noose  finds  its  way  around  their  necks. 
It  is  a  strange  and  nauseating  feeling  for  me  as  I  look  at  the 
clock  above  the  deputy’s  desk.  It  reads  6:40. 

Now  the  local  sheriff  and  his  assistants  walk  in  with  hand¬ 
cuffs  and  legirons  in  their  hands.  My  hands  are  secured 
behind  my  back,  while  my  ankles  are  chained  together  with 
just  enough  play  for  me  to  walk.  In  a  few  minutes,  I’ll  be  walk¬ 
ing  that  last  mile. 

I  ask  that  I  be  left  alone  for  a  minute  or  two  to  write  some¬ 
thing  down  for  my  brother  in  St.  Louis.  Just  a  few  lines  of 
scrambled  thoughts  is  all  I  can  think  of.  Perhaps  he  will 
understand,  if  he  cares  at  all. 

My  heart  skips  a  beat  when  I  realize  it  is  time  to  go.  The 
blood  pressure  in  my  body  rises,  and  my  head  feels  like  it’s 
aflame.  For  the  first  time  in  a  week  I  am  in  the  morning  sun. 

We  are  now  in  the  midst  of  the  throng. 

“Get  ready  to  meet  you  maker!"  cries  a  voice  from  the  mob. 

We  are  now  in  the  midst  of  the  throng. 

“Get  ready  to  meet  your  maker!"  cries  a  voice  from  the 
mob. 

“Hanging  them  isn’t  brutal  enough!  Guillotine  them  all!” 
shouts  another. 

About  fifty  feet  from  the  platform  stands  the  U.S.  marshal 
who  first  arrested  me. 

‘‘It’ll  satisfy  me  plenty  to  see  your  filthy  carcass  hanging 
from  the  end  of  that  rope,  you  bastard!"  he  beams. 

With  my  hands  and  feet  bound,  I  have  no  other  choice  but 
to  spit  in  his  eye  and  laugh  sarcastically.  We're  all  hustled  up 
the  stairs  and  onto  the  platform. 

The  ritual  begins.  The  six  of  us  are  asked  if  we  have  any 
last  request  or  words  we  would  like  to  say. 

“Let’s  just  get  the  goddamned  thing  over  with,”  bellows 
one  prisoner.  "I  am  just  as  eager  to  get  out  of  this  world  as 
you  are  to  see  me  go!" 

Next,  black  woolen  bags  are  placed  over  our  heads  and  the 
nooses  are  fit  snugly  around  out  necks.  The  hangman,  about 
50  years  old,  is  a  short  man  with  a  walrus  mustache  and  wire 
glasses.  A  very  homely  fellow. 

With  the  preacher  saying  the  final  rites,  my  mind  is 
wandering.  My  life  has  been  nothing  more  than  cattle  drives, 
drinking  sprees  in  strange  towns,  and  affairs  with  nameless 
women.  What  words  will  be  inscribed  on  my  epitaph? 

"JOHN  BURNS.  Drinker,  gambler,  vagabond.  Born, 
January  5, 1869  —  Died,  August  13, 1899.” 

I  can  literally  smell  the  lillies  on  my  grave  and  can  see  the 
mountains  and  the  skies.  For  a  man  who  is  about  to  die  an  un¬ 
natural  death,  the  sights  are  breathtaking. 

My  feet  are  on  the  trapdoor,  ready  for  it  to  suddenly  give 
out  on  the  orders  of  the  executioner.  Any  second,  I’ll  be  ten 
feet  under  the  platform. 

“READY. . .” 

I  can  hear  the  heavy  breathing  of  the  man  next  to  me.  It 
sounds  as  though  he  has  water  in  his  lungs. 

“SET. . 

He’s  going  to  spring  the  trap  now!  I  can  hear  it  creaking! 

"Go!!!” 

It  gives  way!!!  I’M  FALLING  AND. . . 
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ART  WORK  OF  MARIE  DAHARB 

Marie  retired  from  the  College  of  DuPage  in  August,  1981. 
She  has  been  painting  since  age  11  and  studied  art  at  the 
University  of  Texas.  Her  preferred  media  is  water  color  and 
pastel. 


PRAIRIE  TIDE 


Before  the  billboards,  neon  lights, 

Before  the  asphalt,  gaseous  fumes, 

Rose  the  prairie  tide. . . 

Coarse  grass  that  lay  in  the  wind, 

Changing  waves  upon  a  stalky  sea, 

Blowing  freely,  tall  as  horses,  marching  miles. . . 
A  green  ocean  of  primeaval  territory. 

Here  and  there  a  prairie  grove 
With  wagon,  home  and  cemetery 
Raises  shadows  from  the  depths 
And  helps  a  man  on  his  way  home 
Set  his  sights  on  waving  treetops, 

By  dead  reckoning  navigating. 

On  horseback  traveling  steady. 

This  night,  he  will  not  battle  fight 
Alone  at  sunset  midst  the  grasses. 

For  lamplight  dispels  the  massive  prairie 
Rising  behind  his  back. 

The  asphalt  strand  secures  the  course 
Where  once  the  lonely  void  enforced 
The  rigorous  pace  of  anxious  man 
Within  the  praire  tide. 


ON  VIEWING  A  STALAGMITE,  IN  A  DEEP  CAVERN 

Living  rock,  glazed  with  the  oil  of  time, 

In  the  solitary  dark  you  toil  unknown. 

Potter  of  centuries,  no  worldly  affairs 
Distract  you  from  your  silent  throne. 

Dumb  and  vegetable  is  your  gaze, 

Next  to  my  lamp  how  dull  your  glor; 

I'm  amused  by  your  torpid  ways— 

Solemnly,  you  stare  at  me  and  grow. 

—  Charlie  Kostelnick 


—  Marianne  Preston  golden 
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HER  SWEET  VOICE  ALWAYS  TRAVELS  TO  MY  EAR 


Her  sweet  voice  always  travels  to  my  ear. 
There  is  no  other  eloquence  like  it. 

Her  words  are  wisdom  sensible  and  clear. 

My  heart  and  mind  are  touched  and  benefit 
From  such  experience  that's  only  known 
By  her.  I  have  had  time  unwisely  spent 
To  claim  those  things  that  I  may  never  own. 
Now  how  will  I  repay  the  love  she's  lent ? 

Perhaps  my  youth  is  wasted  without  joy 
On  senseless  passions  I  cannot  defend. 
Perhaps  my  meager  wit  can  but  annoy 
And  loosen  feelings  deep  that  may  offend. 

I  know  and  stillno  stronger  sorrow  take 
Than  when  I  try  too  hard  for  my  friend's  sake. 

—  Francis  Patrick  Murphy 


CONFUSION 


Looking  at  my  past. 

I  saw  eagerness  and  promises. 

I  saw  a  monument  of  strength, 
now  it’s  nothing  but  ruins. 

I  saw  solutions  for  problems. 

I  saw  blueprints  for  future  plans, 
now  turned  into  shreds. 

I  saw  calculations  so  perfect, 
now  full  of  errors  that  I  can't  fix. 
I  saw  confusion. 

I  saw  clouds, 
thick  clouds. 

I  can't  see! 

Time  withered  away. 
Clauds  clearing, 
and  the  sky  is  blue  again. 

I  look  out  to  a  new  horizon. 

It  was  hard  to  comprehend. 


I  saw  eagerness,  and  promises. 
I  saw  a  monument  being  built. 
I  found  new  solutions, 
new  blueprints, 
new  calculations. 

I  waited  for  clouds, 
there  were  no  clouds. 
Nothing! 

I  found  an  error. 

I  found  a  solution. 

I  understood. 

The  monument  is  built. 

It  stood  as  high  as  the  sky, 
and  built  with  stainless  steel 

I  comprehend. 

I  live. 

I  decide, 
a  purpose  in  life. 

—  Greg  D.  Pajarillo  III 


Mike  Severson 
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POLITE  DEMAND 

comfortable  igniting 

everyday  ordinary  utopia 
highest  risk  daring 

I  need  to  talk  to  you 

beautiful  success 
serious  charity 
natural  leader 

I  need  to  talk  to  you 

problem  destroyer 
truth  builder 
life  long  friend 

I  need  to  talk  to  you 

most  respectful  father 
best  of  brothers 
essence  of  power 

you  need  to  talk  to  me 

—  Sheilla  James 


WINTER  LUMINESCENCE 


At  a  peace  demonstration,  I  saw  violence  occur. 

At  an  animal  preservation  mee  ting,  the  women  wore  fur. 
At  a  talk  about  clean  air,  I  counted  92  cars. 

At  a  cancer  lecture,  the  speaker  smoked  cigars. 


Illumined  Snow 
Calculatingly  Cold 
Pierces  My  Eyes 

With  Reflections  of  Time 


At  a  discipline  school  a  child  was  beaten, 

At  a  health  clinic,  drugs  were  eaten, 

A  t  a  meeting  to  lower  taxes,  they  all  voted  no, 

At  a  meeting  of  concerned  citizens,  nobody  showed. 

Tell  me,  what  the  hell  is  happening  to  us  ? 

The  President’s  a  crook,  the  congressmen  fuss, 

The  sick  get  sicker,  while  the  doctors  live  it  up, 
Friendship  falls  to  pieces,  while  the  world  gets  corrupt 
I'm  supposed  to  do  this,  and  at  the  same  time  do  that. 
How  can  I  eat  while  I  watch  my  coat  and  my  hat  ? 


Your  Brilliance 

Awes  and  Awakens 
Lights  Within  My  Life 

Recollections  Real  and  Fanciful 
Flake  and  Fall  to  the  Hard  Earth 
Freezing  Lasting  Purity 
Within  the  Day 

F ragrance  of  the  New  Fallen  Snow 
Fills  My  Soul  With  Wonder 
Creating  a  Myriad  of  Ideas 

All  White,  Glistening  and  Free 


We  ’re  supposed  to  slow  down,  yet  at  the  same  time  be  ~  Mary  Ryder-Swanson 

advancers, 

Please  tell  me  how,  for  I  have  no  answers. 


—  Larry  Friedman 


Mike  Severson 
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DEMOCRATIC  EARTH 


wearing  th»  web  of  life  <  err 
through  mystical  phrases  nf  poetic'1 
to  hard  core  financial  undertakings 
them  there  saying  what  a  crazy  genius, 
we  hi  re  tiring  mellowing  influencing. 


them  there  seeing  moving  gaining.  Truman  Fox 

we  here  just  several  steps  advanced, 
them  there,  oo,  the  competition  gets  rough, 
we  here,  ha,  wrote  the  game. 


for  we  're  not  afraid  to  die. 

to  sacrifice  all  for  liberty. 

we  'll  manage  a  corporate  dynasty, 

or  build  one  from  scratch. 

we  'll  keep  the  world  for  the  good  for  ever. 

—  Corrine  Hayes 


The  Prairie  Light  Review  announces  The  Fourth  Annual 
College  of  DuPage  Poetry  Contest  -  1983. 

Cash  awards  will  be  given  and  the  winners  will  be  an¬ 
nounced  at  the  Spring  Poetry  Reading  on  Friday,  May  6  at 
7:30  p.m.,  in  Room  3049A. 

Contest  poems  should  be  sent  to  Sally  Hadley,  Assoc. 
Dean  of  Communications,  Room  3046A.  The  winning  poems 
will  be  published  in  the  Spring  issue  of  the  Prairie  Light 
Review. 

For  further  information,  telephone  8.18  2800,.  ext.  2195. 
Information  sheets  are  available  in  the  Humanities  Office, 
Room  3098 A. 


Prairie  Light  Review  welcomes  Poetry,  Short  Story, 
Essay,  Art  and  Photography. 

Submissions  may  be  sent  to  the  publication,  c/o  Courier 
Barn. 

Guidelines  are  as  follows: 

All  poetry,  short  story  of  essay  must  be  typewritten, 
doublespaced  and  be  accompanied  by  a  cover  page  stating 
name,  address,  phone  and  title  of  work.  Short  stories  cannot 
exceed  15  doublespaced  typewritten  pages. 

Art  (drawings)  cannot  exceed  2'x2'  sized  sheet. 

Photography  requires  an  8"xl0"  or  smaller  glossy  black 
and  white  photograph.  Color  photos  may  be  converted  into  a 
black  and  white  half-tone  upon  selection.  Photos  of  art  objects 
are  also  acceptable. 

For  further  details,  contact  Kim  Kyp,  editor,  ext.  2113. 
Information  sheets  are  available  in  the  Humanities  and 
Liberal  Arts  Office,  Room  3098A.  Faculty  Adviser,  Allan 
Carter  may  be  reached  at  ext.  2124. 


Editor  — 

Kim  Kyp 

Essay  — 

Scott  Tomkowiak,  Chair. 
Ronald  Adhikari 
Electa  Finley 
Jim  Settecase 
Mary  Ryder-Swanson 

Photography  — 

Brian  O'Mahoney,  Chair. 
Electa  Finley. 

David  Osterwind 

Poetry  — 

Mary  Ryder-Swanson,  Chair. 
Electa  Finley 
Edward  Happel 
Danise  Mantooth 

Short  Story  — 

Danise  Mantooth,  Chair. 
Electa  Finley 
Jim  Settecase 

Faculty  Advisor  — 

Allan  B.  Carter 

Courier  Barn 
Ext.  2113 


